-
o

. W. N. SHERMAN, M. D., Physicisn

'.’__..
r 3 Y

i A
R

i R 'ﬁ :
it - L ¥ - R

ER.

Lo.m;u,m-m.m
of Mohave County., Office in the Court
Arizons.

ab
wenllsonthe Uneofthe A. &P. R R. -

e

P. mi M. D.*m

. JAMES
& P.R R, Neadles,

ealls along the line of the rallrosd

‘WM. C. BLAKELY, Atorney st Law
Distriet Atlorney of Mohave County, King-
Arizons.

M. MURPHY, Atlorney &l Law,
Arisons. Mining Mtigstion and ob-
pstents to mines a specially.

BALDWIN (Harris

’ & JOHNSTON,
Baldwin—T. W. Johnston) Attorueyn st Law,

Wil sttend regular lerms
Apache and Mohave

DAYID LIVINGSTON, M, D., Fhyr
felan and Burgecn. Burgeon of the

Raliwsy Employes' Asmsoclstion. Kiogman,
Arizons

M. LEVY, Notary Public, Sigual, Mohave
Arizous.

©. F. KUENCER, County Barveyor,

Deputy U. . Mineral Surveyos, Kingman, Ari-

sona.
S ————————— —

ATUANTIC & PACIFIC RAILROAD
{

WESTERN DIVISION.)
m—
Time Table.

| ———

EasrwARD,
ETATIONS.
Fo. No. 2.No. 4
266p 1008
;:ﬂ =: nw’ 1.3
T45a 430 . ill:lﬂllv
Sl3al A5Tp. KeAn 657D
” o a%a 40P
ﬂl @ Jesae 302p
1 2% i8ha 1P
Sg 513 Jldsl00s
B8P 748 i1 Wp 9008
p' f | ATp A3 a
R.‘-nﬂ Lemp 46
1wp 148 $IEp 358
1Wa 19 Jidp 2%6a
1Bl IM2p 1 ¥n
jbal 620 J1mpnwyp
48a T4 1I6a 904p
oo 17 GUlm 482p
nadisd jiga %k
CONNECTIONS.

rﬂoﬁ" J'Gft@?l“on Presoott & Arizona
Central Rallwsy for Fort Whipple and Pres

ﬁrow fornls Southern Rallway for
nln Am-hﬁ,lgn Dlego and other M'ghcr-

fornia poluta.
!gﬁln\rkzﬁuu Pacific for Ban Prancleco,
Sacramento and Northern California points

Pullman Palace Sleeping Cars.
No change is made by oar passen
between ¥ranclaco Kanass City,
mm-:ﬁ-wum-cw =
The Grand Canyon of the Colorado.

Heretolore Inacvessible to tourists, cean umg
be reschiéd by le line, vis Peac
Bprings, aud & stige from thenee of but

three This Canyon is the Grand:
:ﬁ Most mal HJun'u works.

John S. Kolar,
THE

KINGMAN BLACKSMITH

Horse Shoeing

All Kinds of Repair-
ing a Specialty.

GIVE ME A OALL

RAKING
POWDER

Absolutely Pure.

BUTCHERS,

MAREKETS AT

KINCGMAN, ARIZ AND NEEDLES, CAL

Iee Fivesr Beer, MurroN,
Pork, Erc.,
Always on hand

Particular attention paid to allordere
received from the line of the
Atlantic & Pacific Railroad.

Cattle Bought and Sold on Com-
mission.

Addreea all orders to

EKINGMAN, - - ARIZONA.
KINGMAN
SODA WORKS

" 0. COWAN, Proprietor.

MANUFACTURER OF

SODA WATER,
SARSAPARILLA,
GINGER ALE, ETO.

Orders by mail solicited.

Satisfaction Guaranteed.

Address all orders to

L. O. COWAN,
EINGMAN, ARIZONA.

Wm. AITKEN,
CARPENTER, BUILDER

GENERAL JOBBER.

JOBBING of all kinds promptly
attended to.

upholstered.

- work guaranteed.

WATER TROUGHS of any de-
scription made to order.

ORDERS from the conntry or
along the line of the A. & P. R,
R. solicited and will be prompt-
1y attended to.

GIVE me a call and you will come
again. None but the best work-
men employed.
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he is looking his last on “England, home
and besuty,” and though Wilfrid Lyle wore
& brave-enough front all day, when at last
he found himself standing by “Doris on tho
verge of the cliff, snd gazing down on the
sea that was to bear him away from her to-

against similar feslings, but the conscious-
ness only made ber anxious not 1o betray

“Every one is golag ie now,” she said
sugyrestively, looking toward the house.

“Is that sny reason why we should!" said
Mr. Lyle quickly, “My last night, Dorls;
and if we wait a few moments the moon
will beup. 1 would like to see It rise onco
more, with you,"

The sea lay full in front of them, the
water looking dark and still in the evening
light, and the waves breaking in soft little
ripples on the beach below, Overhead the
sky was palely bive, with stars fainlly
flickering here and there, but almost as ho
spolie it seemed to widen and brighten, and
® streak of gold gleamed on the water's
edge.

“There it la"” sald Doris, under her
bresth—‘'ob, Wiilrid, how lovely it Is!
When one sees anything so beautiful as that,
doesn't it soom as If all one's ife must be
nobler and better for having seen it
Jm." assenied Mr, Lyle, in & tons of

conviction, But he was looking at
Doris, not at the moon and sea.

If hoe had eunly been rich—as rich as Sir
Philip Chisholm, for instance, who had
come back from Indls with o lac of rupees
and a K. C, B.—what might he not have
ventured to say to her now! But what
right had he to speak of love 1o this proud
young beauty, who could as little mate with
# poor 'Squire’s son as if she had been a
prinoeas of the realm! There was some
distant cousinship between them that gave
the entres of the house and the right to eall
her “Doris,” but be told himsell bittetly
that Lord Carew would as soon think of
giving Dorls to his footman as to him.

And Doris! This was the question which
bad been shaving itsel! on his lips all day,
but which, it secmed to the penoiless Lien.
tensnt, honor forbade him to ask of Dorie
to-nlght—Doris, who had smiled on him he
ksew, but whose smiles were like the sun-
shine, and foll equally ou the evil and the
pood, or at least, upon Sir Philip Chisholm
and himself,

There was, not quite the equality
he imagined; but Wilfrid Lyle was humble
in bis love, aa allmen are who love worthily
sod well. Hut humble as he was, and stern-
Iy as he had told himself that it would be o
base requital of Lord Carew's hospitality to
make love to the young besuty who wis
destined for so much more brilliant s match,
Wilfrid Lyle fe't his resolution almost over-
lhrown a8 Doris moved her arm and the
moonlight glittered on the bracelet ho had
sent ber that morning. Would she have
chosen that of all others to wear to-day if
she had not liked him a little?

But that did not aller the fact that he
bad no right 0 woo her; and was not the
legend on the bracelet he had chosen for
her “Noblesso oblige? Would she never

guess all that it meant (o him, or all he was
W surrender for it!

b S
AT LAST BIIE TOOK ONE AND HELD IT SMYLY
TOWARD WIM.

He stood so long silent that Doris glanced
shyly at him, and then looked away as
gilent ss himself. Something iu his face

made it impossible for ber w0 speak.

She stood by him with half averted face,
looking at the smooth summer waters, and
listening to their plash upon the beach.
Suddenly he moved a little forward with &
quick, impatient gesture,

“Do you know what | would say to-night.
If T were a rich man, or—or uead!'’ hae
asked, abruptly, coming so close to her that
their shadows blended on the narrow path
way behind them.

Doris did not aaswer; what snswer could
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Is
content, well content, she tells horself, on
ono of the sweet summer ovenings that al.
ways bring Wiifred to her mind, as she sits
on the branch of & great tree that

She has come out to gather flowers, and
the size of her baskel bears witness 10 the
magnitude of her intentinns; but the baaket
is emply, and the flowers bloom ungathered
at her feet. She is loat in thought, In mus-
loge that are not without swectaess, but
that give s peasiveness to her face that waa
not there three years ago, and which end at
last in o long drawn sigh.

It is just three years sinoo Wilfred Lyle
went to his man's life of eircumstance and
change, with its rare touches of momory
and feeling, and Doris was loft toa girl's
life of memory and feellng, with its infre-

from
bhim, and that Is all. There was & letter
yesterday, stiff and formal, as & man's let-
ters are apt to be when the thought that
may not be apoken ontruns the common-
place civilities that may.

had read it out before them all

“No, T have pot forgotten him,"” Deris
sald quickly, but with such u flaming blush
that Sir Philip Chisholm, who was dining
st Undercliff, asked, In o startied volos, of
whom they were speaking.

“Who, whe, did you say!™ he stammered,
looking at the foreign letter In Lord Ca-
rew's bhand.

“Wilfrid Lyle, a sort of nephew of mina,
in the Hifles, you know. Don’t you remem-
ber he was down here two or three yesrs
agol™

Sir Philip did pot remember i1, but the
name fixed itself now in his mind forever—
the oame at which Doris had biushed. It
had come to be puteut to every one that Sir
Philip Chisholm was paying his addresses
to the stately young beauty who had sent
away so many younger men, but though he
owned, with o sigh, that he never received
soything that the most sanguine man could
take for encouragement—nothing but those
plousant smiles which Doris accorded Lo all,
and which, as Wilfred Lyle had said, fell
equslly on the evil and the good—he had al-
ways comforted himself by the reflecsion
that if she showed him no preference, he
could certainly point to no one more favored
than himseif,

And now, here was Doris, blushing like
the morn! Waas it wonderful that he felt
he sbould never forget the name Wilfrid
Lyle}

He did not hoar it again st Undercliff, but
some moaths later he wae dinlog st Park-
hurst, and the pame amote his ear at mess,
There was the clatter of many tougues, sad
Sir Philip was a iittle deaf, but he caught
Mr. Lyle's name, and it seeed to him that
it was & wedding they were talking of.

“Did I understand you that Mr. Lyle is
married ! he asked kis peighbor, & very
unfledged lieutonant, who seemad to have
nlmost lost his normal shyness in speaking
of the event that might mean so much to
Col. Sir Philip Chisholm.

“Yes, last woelk," answered the boy read-
ily. *“He married a cousin of miue, an aw+
fully jolly girl, and I've just come back
from the wedding, They met on the steam-
or coming home.”

“Was his name Wilfrid?" ssked Sir Phil-
ip very anxiously.

“Yes, | think so. But Kate was shy, and
always called him Mr. Lyie,

“Y ou're not sure about the Wilfrid, then;
I should very much like to know, I-I1
fancy he may turn ovt o be an oid friend
of mine,” said the Colonel mendaciously.

He looked so anxious and disturbed that
the young man sald he belleved he bad one
of Lyle's cards In his room, snd would
look for it after dinmer, and Sir Phillip
ok care that the promise was kept,

Before he rode home that night he had
pecn the card, and the name upon it was
“Wilfrid C, Lyle.”

sir Phillip Chisholm fdft that the oblong
little bit of pasteboard was a trump card
for him, and played it the next Ume he
went to Underciiff; but he knew very little
of Doris if he expected her to show an out-
ward wound, Just for & moment her lips
wore white, or he fancied so; the color was
in them agiin so quickly, he could not ba
sure. Perhaps he did not wish to ba.  To
pain Dorls was not his desire, only tolet
her know that the man st whose psme she
tiad blushed a year ago ocould be mothing to
her now. And as he looked at her, he began
to think that it was all & mistake, that the
blosh at which he had so disquieted him-
sell had meant nothing. If It had mean.
ull he fancied, could she have looked as sho
did now.

“I wonder Wilfrid did not tell us!™ said
Lord Carew, “But I bave not heard from
him for & long time mow. He has lefv off
writing, I think.™

“Yes,” sald his wife, glancing » little
anxlously at Doris, and looking ns quickly
awsy, “Ara you sure, Sir Phillip, that it
is the same Mr, Lylaf™ ‘

she make! She stood quile still, the color
mounting in her face, and her heart beating
till she thought he must hear it as plainly
a8 she did hemself. Her fingurs pluc kod i
restiessly st the flowers that lay against |
the slim white throat, and he laid his hands
on hers.

sDon't,"” he said. “Glve me one instead,
It is all T ask Doris; all T dare ssk before | '

it Is Wilfeid . Lylo: that is all I
know," sald Sir Phillp, anil Doris said in &
voles that was only a little clearer and
sharper than usual:

“yea: Wilfrid Carew. That is his name,
1 know.”

“You know more than I do," laughed her
father. “He never uses the ‘Carew,' and I
had forgotten all about IL"

And thea the talk fell op other matters,
and Doris jolaed geyly in it Whatever

all of her life if 1t

bhave been not Phillp Chisholm, but
so she stood leaning
mullloned window,

curiously agitalod and distarbed, and Sir
pleasant sense of

Philip shrillsd with a

Y KNOW T AM NOT WORTHY OF YOU."

She would not have trembled in his arms,

andjbeen so sgitsted by his kiss, he told
sho bad not been much nearer

loving him than she know.

Suadenly Doris lifted her head and

ko,

*There is something I ought to tell you,"
sho sald, in tones that were low and faint
with effort; “and perhaps you will not
care for me when you kpow."

“Perhaps mot!"” he said, smiling.
his smiles died out under Doris'
looks.

“] did not tell you quite all the truth just
now,"” she whispered, and her eyes were so
full of paln that he csught her hand, and
held it, as one holds the hand of a friend
under the surgeon's knifs, “l--I did care
for some one olse—once."'

Sir Philip drow a long breath of relief-

“Is that all?"" he saild, kindly, with the
serene acquisence of sge in the inovitable
follles of youth. *“My dear Doris, men of
my age do not expect o be & girl's first
love."

Doris felt as If she bad subjected herself
to an unnscesssry humilistion. Her face
erimsoned as she answered rather coldly—

“Perhaps | noed not have told you. But
I was advised a good while ago to take *No-
blease oblige' for my motto, and 1 have"

“You have done all that is noble and
right,” sald Sir Philip, “and, belisve me, I
sporeciate your confidence. But if you can
sssure me that you care for mo one clse
pow, it isall ] ask. You do nol love this
other man—whoever bhe is—atilli”

“Still1 sho- flashed out, Indignantly.
“Still! Am 1 am not Doris Carew!"”

But when Sir Phillp bad gone, Doris
erept away Lo the grasay verge of the eliff
and threw herself on the soft turf in & pas-
sion of shame and pain. It might be true,
it was true, she told herself vehemently,
that she did not Jove Wilfred Lyle now-
ber marmage would prove thal 10 every
ane, even to him, oven to herself: but not
the leas wus earth desolate and heaven far.

But

IIM ll.
where are you!”
and o sort of excitement In his one, and as
Doris opened the library door and came into
the wide sunlit hall he looked at her with
almost comical consternation. It wus Lhe
day before her wedding, and Doris had been
writing farewell letters all the moming,
and looked tired and pale, but Lord Carew
was too parturbed to notice his daughter's

“The strangest thing has " be
sald. You remember Willrid—Wilfrid
Lylai™

“Yes," sald Doris, steadying herself
against & marble table, and focling that she
could not have uttered anotber word W save
her life,

“He has come into & fortune, it seems,
His father died lately and an uncle and
cousin since, so Wilfrid has come in for the
Deerhurst sstate."

“Yes!" sald Dorls, In tones that tried to
be indifferent. Why should her father tell
ber of Wilfrid's good fortune, or assume
that it could be of interest to her! Bhe
drew herself up, and kar brows contracted ;
but Lord Carew was more cmbarrassed
than herself. “*Well, ho is & rich man now,
snd—and the short of it Is, Doris, that it
must bave besn all moonshine about his
marriago. He can’t be married, for he
doesa't seem Lo have heard of your engage
ment, and be writes Lo ask me for your
Lhand~he does, upon my bomor! Poor
fellow, 1I'd o idea he'd ever thought of
you; but he says he has for years, snd
dign't like to speak till be had something
to ~fer you."

Duris did not speak, What was there she
could say! But the table against which
she leansd was hardly colder than the hand
that rested on it

“The curious thing is that hs doesn't
scem o have much doubl of his answer,”
pursued Lord Carow. *“He says he is
coming for it himsell, and will be with us
this evenlng. It's awkward to know what
to do—and Chisholm coming to dinner, Wo!
'Pon my life, it's quite a little comedy."

Doris set her teoth, nnd her eyos fiashad.

“¥es," she sald ] dare say that is the
best way of looking at IL"

ol won't be Wilfrid's way 1 am afrald,”
said her father. “He seems desperatsly
hard hit"

“Does ha!" sald Doris, with & curious
little smile. “He will get over it That
port of thing docsn't kil revcle, papa.”

And indeed, Lord Carew feit a tightén-
ing of his throat and & mistiness of his
own eyes as he told the disappointed suiter
he had come 100 Iate, Wilfrid heard him
with s dreary patienes, beariug it as such
men béar adverse fato—compossi enough
to outward seoming, but with » bitterness
in his beurt that was like the bltterness of
death, Lord Carew seomed, fndecd the
more moved of the two, but ho undersiood
the othoer's stern self command, and when
Mr. Lyle aaked to see Doris be did not
not know how to refuse.

“It can't hurt you to say a civil word to
him,'” he said, when Dorls ahrank back; “it
isn't as if you had cared for him, you
koow." »

“No," sald Doris, faintly.

“Then go to him, my dear. He will say
nothing 1o pain you; he is too much of »
gootleman for that And, after all, it is
not your fault, you know. You have mo
eause for self-reproach.™

“Does he know about to-morrow?"”

“Of course, of course. 1 told him every-
thing, and he only wanta just lo say ‘good-
by.' You can't refuse him that, poor fel-
low, If iv's sny consolation,”

No; Dorls felt that she could not re
fuse. She went into the drawing room
whore Wilfrid was walting, telling her
solf proudly that she sbould, at least, know
bow to meet him! as Fhilip Chisholm's
bride—she, Doris Carew!

But the proudest women sometimes over-
rale their strength. She had not realized
what it would be to stand fach to faeo with
him once more, to fool her hands in his, to
meet the eyes and hear the volee for which
she had hungered »0 long in valn. Hbe
#tood mute avd pale, unable to utter o
word.

There was a cloud of pain and wondaer in
Wiltrid's eyos, and his face was almost as
white as her own.

“Dorls,” he said, *“Doris!” There could
be no pretense of commonplace greeting be-
tween them, but till she heard his voice
she did not realize how mueh better it would
have boen that thers should have besn no
greeting at all. Sbe looked up, too shaken
and agitatad to spesk, but perbaps her sl
lence seemeod to both more natural than
speech. In that supreme moment of mesot
ing, meither thought of conventional civill
ties, neither thought of anything but the
other. Nelther of them even saw that o
gentleman in evening dress had ocume in
unannounced, and was standing just with-
in the door, s if turned into stone,

“Doris,” sald Wilfrid, *“1 will nol take
your father's tale without & word from you.
Is it truet And is this thing of your own
free willi"

She bent her head silently, and be let her
bands fall.

“And I thought such difforent things,"
be muttered. *Did you not know how I
loved you! Doris, did you not kaow 1™

“How could 1" she whispered in & tone-
lesa volce. “They said—they sald"—.
Her volee faltered, and tralled off into a
despairing silence, but Mr. Lyle under.
stood.

“They told you I was married! Your
father had heard some foollsh story sbout
that. 1 suppose there was nome confusion
with my cousin Charley, who was married
s little while ago; butsurely yos might have
known !"

“It was Wiifrid,” she interrupted, “Wil-
frid C. Lylai"

“Of course—Wilfrid Charles. We call
him Charlie to distinguish him from me,
but he is always called Wilfrid at home.

Was that the dresdful mistake that robbed
mo of you! Oh, Dorls, Doris! How could
you believe it—you! Hud you forgotion
that last night sod what you gave me
then!""

She hid her face with s sharp and bitter
ecry, and the man who was watching them,
himself so unthought of and unseen, scowled
flercely, and clenched his hands as ha
looked.

“IJid you not eare for me when you gave
me thisf” sald Willrid, snd his tone com-
pelled bor 10 look up. He held out an open
pockot-book, and on it lay a small withered
flower, soentiess, and brown, and dry. *'Dia
you not care for me then?" be repoated ; and
Doris eould not speak, could not even con-
trol the trombling that shook her from head
w 'M -

“You loved me fAew/" ho eried, with
swift conviction: “and, Dorris, my Dorris!
1 beliave you love me now'"’

A moment Doris bent her head on her
clasped hands, and then she stepped back
» pace, and looked st bim, and trembling as
she was, her gaze nelither nhrank nor wav.
erod. Heor faco was set and pale, but there
was something so noble and lofty In her
look that both the men held their breath.

“Dear,” she said, “this is the Jast time I
shall ever soe you, and If it is any comfort
to you to know that I love you, take it! But
oven for youl can motgw back from my
word or wrong the good and noble gentle-
man whose wife I shall be to-morrow. Did
you not yourself teach me ‘ Noblesss odligel” "

Her tone and look wenil to Wilfrid's
heart, and not to his only. Sir Philip
Chisholm strode suddenly down the
room, and fronted them with eyes that
held » great sorrow and & great resolve,

“Miss Carew," sald the gray-haired sol.
dier whom Doris had called, not untruly, a
good and noble gentleman, **Miss Carew, I
have come 1o bid you good-by. [ love you
too truly to sacrifics your life to mine. Yes,
Dorls, my darliag! 1 know you were will.
ing. 1 know that you would have kept
your word and dope your duty —and broken
your heart In doing it! Do you think I
will let you do it or that an old soldier
shall be outdone in heroism by a girl! 1
ton, have s duty to perform, and that is to
set vou free. I too, have s watchword,
and it is, like yours and his—Noblesw
obligr.”

A Tall Negro,
Orlando, Fla., has a colorad cltizen

Man will never be a fres agent so long as
woman chooses either 10 rule or bamboozle
him.

Two Hebrews own the site of ancient
Babylon, where thelr ancestors wore oap-
tives and siaves.

A genuine Btradivarius violin 168 years
old s in possession of Thomas Willlams
(colored), of Chestertown, Md. Iis value
is 63,000,

Denmark now produses 50,000,000 pounds
of butter in s yoar, there being, among &
population of 2,000,000, no fewer than W0,
000 Cows.

Hobert Browning bears & striking resem-
blanoe W James G. Blaine. Nobody, even
ot camnpaign time, ever accused ihe latter
of writing poetry.

Oliver Wendell Holmes received a con-
gratulatory telegraphic message on his Sith
birthday from an eatire stranger, marked
“Collect 10 conts.”

There are altogsthar about 17,000 Arabs
in this country, and not 10 per cent of them
have o settled home or any olber means of
support than peddling.

An old bacheior of Vieoaa loft a strange
Iady who smiled st him every day his entire
fortune. Ha is not the first man whose
fortune went for “smiles.”

A projectad canal across the upper part of
Ttaly, connecting from the Adristic to the
Meditarranesn, would take six years 0
build and cost §125,000,000.

Bull-fighting pays. Frassuelo, the Span-
ish toreador, has retired with s fortune of
000,000, A great many shabby Catalonian
buils had to retire before him.

An cagle weighing nine tons has arrived
in Brooklyn from Its homs in the moun-
tains of Malue. It is of granite, and will
be placed over the maln emirance of the
pew postoffice.

An uged farmer of near Georgelown,
compuies that in going to Georgetown
times per weeit during the past forty
the distance ench way being seven
he hos traveled 57,560 miles.
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is found that among the baptists 3 cents s
the annual contribution per head; the
methodists, 74 cents; episcopal, §LI7; pres-
byterisns, £,17, and the Duteh, §5.21.

Olive Harper gives this remedy for

heat: Hathe the places in & weak
solution of saleratus water and then dry

afterwards
powder thom with a powder made of equal
parts of fuller's earth snd rice fiour.

: Hi

ployed in its transmisalon for fuel purposes
27,900 miles of pipe mains. In Pittaburg
alone there are 500 miles, and the consump-
tion of gas there represents sn sanusl con-
sumption of 7,000,000 tons of coal.

An Arizona paper says that st Proclor's
Well, Santa Hosa, the sholls of sevenieen-
yoar locusts were brought up from s depth
of 743 feot, to which depth the piping ex-
tends. Itsaya: **There waa ouite a quan-
ity of them, The entire shell was porfoct;
also the limbs and the hairy covering of the
back.” =

Filty-tive yoars ago s Rockland (Me.)
youth of 20 wrote s lotler o one of the
girls i school. The sudden appoarance of
the teacher up that way frightened him and
be tucked the missive botwoen the laths of
the partition behind bim. The achool-
house was torn down tho other day and the
letter was rocovered by the writer,

Thn sonate stenographers have a reputa-
tion, attained after long years of serviee,
as tho most expert and absolutely correct
reporters in the world. They aro said never
to make a mistake and have a reputation oa
that seore. The guartsite receives for its
service S50 per annum, out of which
they pay the cost of traosoribing iheir
nolos,

Quesn Viotaris was much pleassd while
in Wales with the music of the Welshmen.
She especially liked their singing and their
mauipulation of the bharp. At one dinner
elght barpers played during the banquet.
Six of them were brothers, under the lead-
ership of thelr father, who appoared in full
bardic costume, with a eap of antique form,
blue robes and a red girdle.

A ecndemned erimingl in Eogland must
be allowod to see three Sundays between
his sontence and his execution. Of course,
be can thus bo hanged in a littla over iwo
wooks, but the three Sundays must pass
over his head before the gallows claims
him. The custom is & relio of medieval
times, when o prisoner was allowed that
much of dreapite W propare for death.

A large public bath will soon be erecled
in Philidelphia, from money left by Hea-
jamin Fraoklin and John Scott. Frankiia
left in his-will dated April %3, 1790, §5,00 to
be usod by Philidelphis in such a way that
after the lapse of & century the principal
and interest should amount to & sum largs
enough to make valuable improvemonts.
In 1516 John Scott sddod $4,000 Lo this sum.
The principal now amounia altogether to
about £110,000. Ten thousand dollars of this
will bo laid aside for auother century after

who earries the op of his head 6 feet
8} Inches above terra firma, and as he
is of slender bulld, he appears much |
taller. His name Is Bob Washinglon. l
Bob's pedal extremities have paced|
along in growth evenly with the rest of |
his anatomical development, nnd he is
of little use ne a hoe-hund, his feet]
covering up all the grass in reach, but|
for gathering oranges without the aid 1
of a step-ladder he is n success.
o i e

A lecturo on fruit should always begis

with & naar oration.—Merehuot Traveler,

the new bath is constructed.

An importar of Shetland ponies is author-
ity for the statement that & wrong impres-
sion prevails that these ponies are bred in
the Shetlund Isles, wheraas there are fowes
there mow than probably in sany other
uarter of the globe. There wus & Ume
when some rich families in that group of
islands, with recolloctions of feudal times,
used to vake great pride in sending pouies
to the lords and fine gentiemen of the south-
ern boroughs.  Now Lthe average Shetlander
is 80 poar that the brecdlg of Shetland
ponies hiaa glyea way to the smoked fish in-

| dusiey,

e



